The Safety Catch

"Good morning," said Joe, and the door closed on him.
The Leader smiled and rang for Miss Plenditt. He had much to
do before he went out.

IV
Not upon these gratuitous terms did Mr. Julian Egge enter the
service of the Movement. It would have been questioned by those
who knew him best whether he entered anything, even the
'Plenteous Heart,' the small hotel where he lunched every day,
on anything approaching generous terms. He had, however, the
best of excuses; namely, circumstances the most harrowing, luck
the most abominable. It was not want of the true generosity of the
spirit that made Mr. Egge a trifle reluctant in matters financial. It
was progressive impoverishment due to misfortunes the like of
which hardly any person now alive has been obliged to suffer. All
this he had the opportunity to explain to Mr. Trumper, who,
having become Office Manager at Stinton Street, gave up the
Barrow Cuisine, and now lunched like a gentleman at the 'Plenteous
Heart/ which was not only near the office, but in the excellent habit
of giving the largest half-crown lunch in the West End.
One day he shared a table with Mr. Egge, whom to see was to
remark and remember. He was a squat powerful man, with dark
hair and eyes, gold-filled teeth, and a trick of lazy gesture, as if he
had seen and done so many astonishing things, and had experience
on such gigantic lines that he lived upon a bored memory from
which the last drop of astonishment had long been squeezed. He
wore a broad-brimmed black hat, a large and shabby overcoat
which he never buttoned, and a flowing bow tie of black silk. He
was sixty and looked forty-five.
Mr. Trumper had nodded to him, and was now busily engaged
with his roast beef and Yorkshire pudding. Evidently the gusto
with which the young man ate amused Mr. Egge, who was smoking
a Brazilian cigarette in a long holder, and now smiled a lazy smile,
stretching out one arm as he did so in a gesture of ennui.
"I suppose," he said, "it would surprise you if I told you that at